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Acropolis is very large and high and steep. The quiet was really
almost uncanny, as I walked up the shallow valley below Mars
Hill, and along the processional way to the gateway of the citadel
There were no boys to bother one, no loud bellows'd leather
sellers, only a misty sunlight in which all Attica, Phaleron,
Salamis, Eleusis, and the distant Peloponnese lay motionless,
'drowned in deep peace', below the rock platform of the Wingless
Victory. To get there I had to climb up the white marble stair-
case of the Propylea within the entrance gate. There were no
porters, no guides, no visitors, and I walked through the doorway
of the Parthenon, and on into the inner part of it, without really
remembering who or where I was. A heaviness in the air made
my eyes swim, and wrapped up my senses: I only knew that I,
a stranger, was walking on the floor of the place I had most
desired to see, the greatest temple of Athene, the palace of art,
and that I was counting her columns, and finding them what I
already knew. The building was familiar, not cold as in the draw-
ings, but complex, irregular, alive with curve and subtlety, and
perfectly preserved. Every line of the mouldings, every minutest
refinement in the sculptures were evident in that light, and inevit-
able in their place. The Parthenon is the proto-cathedral of the
Hellenes. I believe I saw the Erectheum, and I remember coming
back to look again at the Propylea, and to stand again beside the
Nik6 Apteros: but then I came down again into the town, and
found it modern and a little different. It was as though one had
turned from the shades of the ancestors, to mix in the daily voca-
tions of their sons: and so only this about Athens, that there is an
intoxication, a power of possession in its ruins, and the memories
that inhabit them, which entirely prevents anyone attempting to
describe or to estimate them. There will never be a great book on
Athens unless it is one by an enemy: no one who knew it could
resist its spell, except by a violent attack upon its spirit, and who
can attack it now of artists, when Tolstoy is dead? He, and he
alone, could have uprooted Greek culture in the world. I am
coming back by Athens I think next year to stay a little time. For
the present I am only confused with it: I do not know how much
was Athens, and how much the colouring of my imagination
upon it.                                                                                   N.